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Joe Bob Briggs, Prop. 


Is That a Worm on Your Leg? 


couple weeks ago 

I tooled out to El 
Lay to bein a commer- 
cial, and the producer 
leered at me over the 
phone and said, “You'll 
be working with two 
Playmates.” 

So he got my at- 
tention. 

And, sure enough, 
when I got there, he 
introduced me to these 
two Playboy Play- 
mates, including one 
beautiful blonde girl 
who had . . . excuse 
me, but this is tough 
forme... who hada 
giant tattoo in the 
shape of a heart on her 
shoulder. 

Whoa! Yow! Ouch! 
I’m talking about a big 
ole purple tattoo that 
Popeye would have re- 
jected as too ostenta- 
tious. A humongous 
mother ofa statement, 
even by the standards 
of the Sixth Fleet. 

Okay, what is this thing with tattoos? 

I mean, it was one thing when guys named “Otis” 
were getting em. Remember the “Tattooed Lady,” 
who worked out of Slidell, Louisiana, and played 
every state fair freak show in America? The one who 
had tattoos on top of tattoos, so many tattoos that she 
turned black? How about the movie Tattoo, where 
Bruce Dern chains that woman up and tattoos every 
inch of her body? At least he had to restrain the 


Empress Strikes Back. 





Lana Clarkson—the one, the only, the original Barbarian Queen—displays 
her two enormous talents in the thrilling sequel, Barbarian Queen II: The 


INSIDE: Yvette Mimieux! Judy Landers! Edy Williams! Nookie! 





bimbo. At least he was a psycho. Today that would 
just be called a casual relationship among artists. 

You ever been at a topless bar and thought, “This 
is the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen?”—until 
you noticed the giant multi-colored piece of lasagna 
stitched on her ankle? How about the ones who put 
zoo animals on their gazongas? How about the ones 
who have entire novels sewed right directly square 
on their... I can’t say it. My whole body is shaking. 
And doesn’t that hurt? 








I know I know I know, it’s trendy, it’s hip, it’s 
Yuppie post-punk pseudo-biker body art invented by 
some transvestite in a Miami Beach performance-art 
disco, right? I know how these things get started. 

But what I don’t understand is, what happens 
when you go through some major life change, and 
now you decide you don’t wanna hang around the 
storefront leather bar anymore where barefoot women 
wearing gunny sacks do squat-dancing, and you look 
down at your stomach and you have the equivalent 
of a “Kiss Me, Stupid” T-shirt sewn on there? I mean, 
it happened to Jane Fonda, right? One minute she’s 
leading protests against Pakistani military dictator- 
ships through the teeming streets of Santa Monica, 
the next minute she’s sipping mint juleps in Atlanta, 
discussing bond portfolios? What if she had a full 
body tattoo that said “U.S. Out of Central America”? 
It might put a damper on Ted’s sex drive. 

I’ve heard several theories about it. Christian 
dimwits say it’s “worship of the flesh.” (It actually 
looks like mutilation of the flesh to me, but then that 
would be too similar to going to church, wouldn't it?) 
Punk rockers talk about it like it’s a way to identify 
Us and gross out Them. Bikers talk about it the same 
way, like it’s a badge of honor. Lovers talk about it 
like something that bonds them together. Pimps talk 
about it like it’s a brand, like labeling your property. 
Sailors—the ones that still do it—act like it’s some- 
thing you go through to prove how macho you are. 

What’s the bottom line here? 

The bottom line is “I’m different.” 

Of course, there’s another possible theory. 

Yall all got drunk, right? 

You were wasted. 

I knew it. 


Speaking of the 
bodies of wild wild 
women, Barbarian 
Queen ITis finally here. 
(Have you noticed 
lately how they ll some- 
times wait eight or nine 
years to make the se- 
quel? It has something 
to do with taking mov- 
ies that nobody wanted 
to see, showing em 
9,000 times on cable 
TV, and making them 
commercial again.) 
Anyhow, Lana Clark- 
son is back as the BQ, 
but she’s enhanced her- 
self, if you know what I 
mean and I think you 
do. 

As our story opens, 
Lana, the only blonde 
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with enormous hooters and 
cute little leather fighting 
bikinis and pretty soon 
they're leading a peasant 
revolt against the corrupt 
castle-dwelling rulers, but 
then Lana is recaptured 
and chained up and gets 


her blouse ripped off sev- | _ i A *” Aton WHICH DOES 
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hope is that about a hun- 
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but I don’t wanna give away the whole thing, solet’s awesomely disgusting sight!” 
look at those drive-in totals: Two stars. 

Sixty-one dead bodies. Thirteen breasts. Nude Joe Bob says check it out. 
Amazon mud-wrestling. Wild-pig hunting. Peasant 


orgy. Aardvarking in the grass. Multiple cardboard . . 
sword-fighting. Nekkid wriggling Amazon suspended Victor a Over Co MmMMunNnts m! 


over a bed of spikes. Great crowd scenes, in which ten The Cascade Drive-In, just east of Route 59 
guys make for an “army” of knights, and thirty on North Avenue in West Chicago, Illinois, has 
people count for all the peasants in the land. Kung refurbished its concession stand, sand-blasted 
Fu. Scepter Fu. Drive-In Academy Award nomina- its screen, repainted, replaced the speaker posts, 
tions for Lana Clarkson, as the Barbarian Queen, for cleaned up its playground, installed radio sound, 
saying “Men don’t understand power—they think all and now offers free candy for children. The 
it’s good for is getting more”; Cecilia Tijerina, as the Cascade has one of the biggest screens in 
spoiled little brat daughter of the king, for saying America, and owners Jeff and Poppy Kohlberg 
“Don’t make me upset, or I'll never marry you”; Greg are doing a thriving business. Kurt T. Schluter 
Wrangler, as the king’s evil minister, for saying “She of Hoffman Estates reminds us that, with eter- 


honestly believes that peasants are as good as we nal vigilance, the drive-in will never die. 
are” and—after ripping her blouse off—“What an 





I love America, I love Yvette Mimieux, but most of all... 


I Love the Lesbos 


’m tired of not being up-to-date. People writeme capital letter. 


these letters all the time. Allright allright all right all right, I know I know 
“Joe Bob, you just don’t get it, do you?” I know. Remember, I’m breaking decades of habits 
Don’t get it? I don’t even know what it is! here. 
Okay okay okay okay okay, I do know what “it” So what do I call the lesbos? 






Yvette Mimieux, still bikini-capable after all these years, is a 
soap-opera fan gone berserk in Obsessive Love. 


is. ladmit it. So ’m gonna make an effort this week. How about Gender-Distinct Buffalo Women? 


No, it’s too long. 

They like stuff with “goddess” in 
it, right? How about Generously- 
Hipped Grunge-Goddesses? 

I don’t know, I still think Lesbos 
is the best—from the ancient Greek 
island of Lesbos, home of the most 
famous Lesbos in history. ’m gonna 
stick with the ancient authorities on 
this one. 

You gals read your Sappho, okay? 
I don’t wanna have to tell you again. 

All right, what else? 

Fat people. They don’t wanna be 
fat anymore. They don’t like Fatso, 
Tub-o-lard, Balloon Body, or even 
the simple “Hey! Western Hemi- 
sphere! Get a Stairmaster, how about 
it?” No, these are the outdated 
phrases of yesteryear. 

I have a new one: Perfectly- 
Weighted-For-Moon-Travel People. 
Or we could call em “Moonwalkers” 
for short. As in, “I was in this bar last 
night, couple of bouncers came over, 
real Moonwalkers, if you know what 
I mean. I was afraid they were gonna 
sit on me.” 

How about my friends the stut- 
terers, who are always writing let- 
ters to me? 

Here’s one for them: Consonant 
Lovers. 

See how much a man can reform 
if he really puts his mind to it? 

Midgets. From now on they'll be 
the Vertically-Challenged. 

People with missing arms or legs 
are no longer gimps. From now on 
they’re Limb-Efficient. 


I’m gonna clean up my act and get politically hip. ’m People who have lost all their teeth will become 
gonna enter the nineties—or at least the late seven- the Applesauce-Inspired. 
ties, cause let’s face it, ’m never gonna stick a ring I’m on a roll now. I may be getting too hip for my 
through my nose or tattoo a pig on my hiney. own good. 

Let’s start with lesbos. I already apologized to What do you call transsexuals? 
the lesbos last year for calling em “lesbos.” From now Convertibles. 
on they’re Lesbos. Every group is entitled to its own What do you call Ku Klux Klan members? 
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The Racially-Vigorous. 

What do you call crazy people? 

The Brain-Aspiring. 

What do you call blind, deaf and dumb 
quadriplegics? 

Lawrence Welksters. 

How about street bums? 

Experimental Room Deodorizers. 

What do you call those old ladies in Vegas 
that sit in front of the slot machines all day 
with their big purses? 

The Lipstick-Indulgent. — 

But why should I do this by myself? 
Surely you have suggestions of your own. 
Send in your politically-hip let’s-be-nice-in- 
the-nineties labels for people, and Ill report 
back to you on em. Send em to Joe Bob, P.O. 
Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. 

After all, I wouldn’t wanna have to send 
one of my pickup-driving, beer-drinking bud- 
dies over to your house to prove what a 
Pugilistically-Overdeveloped Performance 
Artist he is. You know what I mean? 

I thought so. 

Speaking of politically hip, Yvette 
Mimieux has been hip for a long time. This 
woman makes about one movie per decade, 
but it’s always a classic, beginning with the 
original Where the Boys Are in 1960, in which 
she virtually bikinied men to death. That was 
her in Three in the Attic, the movie about the 
sexist guy who is sexually tortured by three 








women. That was her in the 1975 drive-in Real-life soap-opera star Kin Shriner stars as .. . well 


hall-of-famer Jackson County Jail, getting 


...a real-life soap-opera star, always trying to get 


raped, abused, humiliated andjerkedaround Simon MacCorkindale’s part. The rascal. 


by southern rednecks before she shows em a little 
home cookin with a sawed-off shotgun. And then in 
the eighties she did it again, with a TV movie, of all 
things. 

Normally I don’t review TV movies, no matter 
how much the video companies gussy up the box to 
make it look like a real movie, but in Yvette’s case I'll 
make an exception. This is a kind of Fatal Attraction 
obsessed-fan story that actually came out before 
Fatal Attraction, and it’s being released this month 
on video. 

Yvette is a lonely, repressed woman from the 
midwest who starts fantasizing that she’s in a sexual 
relationship with a soap opera star played by Simon 
MacCorkindale, and, even though she thinks sex is 
something you shouldn’t even have in a zoo, she’s 
ready to aardvark her way to Tahiti with the lucky 
Simon, who happens to be going through a marital 
crisis and doesn’t think twice about it when an 
obsessed fan lies her way onto the set, impersonates 
ajournalist, spends her life’s savings on a suite at the 
Beverly Wilshire to seduce him in, wangles her way 
onto his yacht when he goes out for the day, and 
hangs around him like stink on a bulldog until 


finally, yes, she does it—Bikini City! Yvette is still 
Bikini-Capable after all these years! And so there 
they are in the sand, making the sign of the Speckled 
Squid, while Lainie Kazan, the soap opera writer, is 
back on the set, wondering why Simon can’t remem- 
ber his lines. 

Then, when Simon pulls one of those, “Oh, you 
don’t think that could possibly mean anything, do 
you?” things, Yvette has Jackson County flashbacks, 
and pretty soon we’ve got the Bikini Woman From 
Hell. 

For a TV movie, this is a great flick. 

One dead body. No breasts. (Network Fu.) Surf- 
frolicking. Underwater-frolicking. Beach-frolicking. 
Plain ole frolicking. Rodeo Drive health-spa makeover 
montage sequence, including steam bath, mud pack, 
aluminum foil in her hair, manicure, pedicure (in 
closeup! yuk!), eye shadow, makeup, and many other 
Lipstick Lizard procedures, accompanied by porno 
music, raising this to a 94 on the Vomit Meter. Disco 
Fu. Lingerie Fu. Drive-In Academy Award nomina- 
tions for Yvette Mimieux, for saying “Michael loves 
me—he thinks I’m pretty” and “I wonder if you know 
the power you have over so many women” and “Do 


you think Ill let you get away from me?”; Simon 
MacCorkindale, for saying “These lines make my 
character sound like ajerk” and “I could never marry 
you—I’m already married” and “I told you—don’t 
call me here!” 

Sound familiar? 

Eighties Fu. 

Three stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 


Video Quickie 






Judy, emoting. 


Club Fed (1991): Lamebrain farce starring 
Judy Landers as a bimbo who gets sentenced to 
a country-club prison, complete with swimming 
pools, massages and string-quartet concerts, with 
Burt Young as the warden, Karen Black as a 
bitchy inmate, Joseph Campanella as the FBI 
chief, and a plot too inane to understand. Sample 
line: “Gosh, if I had known it was this formal, I 
would have worn underwear!” Also starring 
Lance Kinsey, Allen Garfield, Lyle Alzado, 
Mary Woronov, Sherman Hemsley. One star. 


Victory Over Communism! 


The Woodward Park Drive-In, last remain- 
ing outdoor theater in Fresno, California, had a 
record year, way up from the year before. C.D. 
Walker of Visalia and Carl Smith of Madera 
remind us that, with eternal vigilance, the drive- 
in will never die. 


















































Drive-In Theater 


Joe Bob’s Drive-In Theater appears on The Movie Channel 
every Saturday night at 11 p.m. Eastern, 10 Central, 9 Moun- 
tain, 11 Pacific. 

September 19: Ghosts Can’t Do It: After six years of 
silence, Bo Derek rebounded from Bolero by making an even 
longer, more excruciating picture with hubby and director 
John “Arch That Back a Little More” Derek. Bo is married to 
Anthony Quinn, but he dies and comes back to her as a ghost, 
pleading with her to find a male body for him to occupy so they 
can once again do it. Yes, indeed, the title means exactly what 
you think it means. Endless shots of Bo sitting in hot tubs with 
her finger in her mouth earns it a good solid one anda halfstars. 
(Second feature: Shadowzone.) 

September 26: Red Blooded American Girl. (Second fea- 
ture: Breakfast in Bed.) 

October 3: First night of “Scream Queens Month,” begin- 
ning with Joe Bob’s special guest, Linnea Quigley, who will 
appear before and after screenings of two of her movies, 
Sorority Babes in the Slimeball Bowl-o-Rama and Creepozoids. 

October 10: “Scream Queens Month” continues with spe- 
cial guest Brinke Stevens, who will appear before and after 
her movie, Haunting Fear. (Second feature: Maniac Cop 2.) 

October 17: The third week of “Scream Queens Month” 
features Joe Bob’s special guest, Monique Gabrielle, appear- 
ing before and after her movie, Evil Toons. (Second feature: The 
Unborn.) 

October 24: “Scream Queens Month” concludes with spe- 
cial guest Wendy McDonald, who will appear before, be- 
tween, and after screenings of two of her movies, Naked 
Obsession and Dark Side of the Moon. 


Free Junk 


The Official Free Junk Policy: People all over the world 
send Joe Bob free junk, and Joe Bob gives it away at random, 
like Robin Hood. He doesn’t give it to the first person who 
asks for it. He gives it to the first person he notices who asks 
for it. This means whatever letter happens to be at the top 
of the stack whenever we open the mail. No dealers. Try to 
be specific. If you act like a jerk in your letter, you will 
receive no free junk for the rest of your life. 

Posters 

Night of the Cyclone, starring Kris Kristofferson; Rocky V, 
starring Sylvester Stallone; Priceless Beauty, starring Christopher 
Lambert and Diane Lane; Phantom of the Opera (8), starring 
Robert Englund; The House of Usher (4), starring Oliver Reed and 
Donald Pleasence; Caged Fury (7), starring Erik Estrada and 
Roxanna Michaels; Buried Alive (4), with Robert Vaughn, John 
Carradine, Donald Pleasence; Bad Jim (5), with James Brolin and 
Richard Roundtree; Virgin High (7), with Linnea Quigley and Burt 
Ward; Masque of the Red Death (5), starring Frank Stallone, The 
Great Escape II, starring Christopher Reeve and Judd Hirsch; The 
Unbelievable Truth, a Hal Harley film; Tabloid! A Bret McCormick 
film; Goliath Awaits, starring Mark Harmon; The Return of Super- 
fly, featuring the hit single “Superfly 1990”; The Last Riders, 
starring Erik Estrada; Class of Nuke’Em High 2: Subhumanoid 
Meltdown (10), starring Lisa Gaye and Brick Bronsky; Fair Game, 
directed by Mario Orfini; Longest Drive, with Kurt Russell and Tim 
Matheson; Harley, starring Lou Diamond Phillips; “Poetry In 
Public Places” series from Boise State University (7), In Love And 
War, with Jane Alexander and James Woods; Shot In Detroit by 
Suzanne Fleming; Flight of Black Angel, with Peter Strauss and 
William O’Leary; On The Block, starring Marilyn Jones; Night- 
mare at Bittercreek, starring Tom Skerritt; The Weekend Terror 
Part 8, foreign film; The Firing Line, starring Shannon Tweed; 
Brotherhood of Justice, with Keanu Reeves and Kiefer Sutherland; 
“Thunder in the Streets”/Slam Dunk Tournament (100); American 
Me, starring Edward James Olmos (2); Leaving Normal, with Meg 
Tilly and Christine Lahti. 


legant note- 

cards featur- 
ing the lives of mis- 
fits and scoundrels 
are the specialty of 
designer Barbara 
Szerlip of San 
Francisco, who sent 
us a fascinating 
batch. We especially 
liked the card fea- 
turing Caroline 
Otero (1868-1965), 
a Spanish woman of 
the theater and 
turn-of-the-century femme fatale who drove scores 
of men to suicide and financial ruin, and whose 
lovers included Prince Albert I of Monaco, the Prince 





... Wherein We report from the 
underground, the counter-culture, 
€he out-of-—€he-mainstream, and the 
Loonie Fringe of publishing, music, 
movies, Comic books, and other 
places where misfits dwell. 


a-Rama Sleaze Trailer 
Show, and Teenage 
Doll. The new theater 
is the brainchild of Eric 
Caidin, of Hollywood 
Book and Poster Com- 
pany, and Johnny 
Legend, a _ sleaze- 
meister from way back. 
The difference here is 
that, unlike the old 
downtown grindhouses, 
most of which have gone 
out of business, this one 
is a nostalgic grind- 
house. “We got sick and tired of the lack of product 
available to the gorehounds and sleaze film fans in 
L.A.,” Eric told us. “The revival theaters are dying 


of Wales (later King Edward III), King Leopold Ilof due o brain-dead bookings of films shown ad nau- 


Belgium, Czar Nicholas II of Russia, 

Mussaffar-ed-Din, Shah of Persia, oe 
Alfonso the 13th a Spain, Kaiser Wilhelm 
II of Germany, and William K. Vanderbilt, 
the millionaire. Her photo, in the prime of 
womanhood (about age 32), is flamboyant 
but doesn’t give the slightest hint of why 
men would go crazy for her. Other histori- 
cal figures in the series include Ruth EIl- 
der, the American flyer who was kind of 
the Brigitte Nielsen of her day, Mata Hari, 
Billie Holiday, Howard Hughes, Greta 
Garbo, Al Capone, Jean Harlow, and 
various couples that were either scandal- 
ous or legendary, like Ernest Hemingway 
and Martha Gellhorn, and Cary Grant 
and Barbara Hutton. The cards consist of 
a photo on the front, a biography on the 
back, with nothing inside—and each photo 
is adorned with an actual 3-D accessory: 
Jean Harlow wears a diamond earring, 
Calamity Jane has a silver pistol, Al Capone 
displays a diamond-shaped ruby tie clip. 
These are very distinctive—Barbara calls 
them “Cultural Myth” cards—and they sell 
for $24 per dozen. (If you can’t find them in 
a store, call or write the distributor: Pome- 
granate Publications, P.O. Box 808022, 
Petaluma, CA 94975, 707-765-2005.) 


Just when you thought revival the- 
aters are a thing of the past, along comes 
the Hawaiian Gardens Theatre on Hollywood Boule- 
vard, the new citadel of grindhouse sleaze. Get a load 
of these opening bills. On the first screen, three 
Herschell Gordon Lewis films shown with their 
original 35-millimeter prints—Blast Off Girls, Just 
For the Hell of It, and She-Devils on Wheels—fol- 
lowed by Woodstock. On the second screen, a “Twisted 
Teen Triple Bill” of High School Confidential, Teen- 





€aroline Otero: Men Killed themaclves tor tic? 


seam, so we took it upon ourselves to do something 
about it. We took over a dying revival theatre and 
transformed it into a grindhouse emporium of sleaze. 
Before we came in, the theater was averaging ten to 
twelve people a week! We got 200 people to the first 
and fourth shows, and finally we’re getting press 
cooperation. We want to bring back the affordable 


days of the grindhouse atmosphere of the old down- 
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town theatres and the drive-ins.” And we say more 
power to these guys. The theatre is located at 5959 
Hollywood Boulevard, in Hollywood, next to the 
Florentine Gardens, just east of Gower. For more 
information on the theater, or on Hollywood Book 
and Poster (the finest collector’s shop in Southern 
California), call 213-465-8411 for the box office, and 
213-465-8764 for the store. 


The current video version of Fred Olen Ray’s 
Bad Girls From Mars, the B-movie-within-a-B-movie 
starring Edy Williams and Brinke Stevens, has 
seven minutes of footage cut out of it, due to a ratings 









The MP ouble-A didn’t like Edy’s double-D’s. 


conflict with the MPAA. This is especially amazing, 
since the entire film is played for laughs and has no 
real sex in it—just nudity. Brinke Stevens, one of our 
favorite scream queens, also reports that Senator 
Jesse Helms has singled out one of her ultra-low- 
budget classics for censorship. He says that Slave 
Girls From Beyond Infinity, a tongue-in-cheek 
“quickie” made by the old Empire Pictures, has 
“disgusting dialogue and sexually explicit scenes.” 
We seem to remember it as being one of the tamest 
exploitation movies ever made (disappointingly so). 
There’s hardly even any nudity in it. This guy is so 
senile. Brinke’s next project, by the way, is Video 
Pirates From Mars (is this some kind of trend?), set 
to shoot this summer in Orlando. Brinke’s co-stars 


are fellow screamers Bobbie Bresee and Elena 
Sahagun in the story of aliens who have destroyed 
their outer-space ecology by copying the lifestyle 
they see on Earth’s TV shows--so they invade. The 
project is being directed by Armand Gazarian, 
whose only other film was the ultra-low-budget 
direct-to-video Game of Survival. Made for $20,000, 
it has grossed $450,000 to date. Sci-fi writer (and 
literary agent!) Richard S. McEnroe wrote the 
screenplay, and when last contacted, he shamelessly 
offered Joe Bob a part in the movie in exchange for 
favorable publicity. Our kind of guy! 


A New-York-based organization called Morality 
in Media sponsored something called the White 
Ribbon Against Pornography Campaign last fall. 
This is yet another group of right-wing Christians 
trying to get courts, judges and legislatures to start 
restricting the First Amendment. Their “purity” 
campaign was well reported. But not as well known 
is that one of the principal contributors to Morality 
in Media is the Coors Foundation. (Joseph Coors, 
vice chairman of the Adolph Coors Company, is on 
Morality in Media’s National Planning Board.) This 
has led two anti-censorship organizations to call for 
a boycott of Coors beer. One is the Florida-based 
Friends of the First Amendment. The other is Cali- 
fornians Against Censorship Together (CAL-ACT), 
headed by our friend Bobby Lilly. Bobby has also 
been busy lately, picketing Blockbuster Video for its 
continued refusal to carry certain videos due to 
fundamentalist pressure; she was even bawled out 
by a Blockbuster security guard. CAL-ACT, one of 
the best anti-censorship organizations in America— 
because they don’tjust talk about it, they do things— 
always needs volunteers and financial support. Write 
or call for their newsletter: Bobby Lilly, CAL-ACT, 
2550 Shattuck Ave. #51, Berkeley, CA 94704, 510- 
548-3695. 


You couldn’t make this up. The mansion in 
Plainfield, New Jersey, where Frank Henenlotter 
made Basket Case 2 was recently the scene of a 
gruesome murder. A guy named Mark Masters 
allegedly strangled his mother-in-law to death, 
chopped off her hands with an ax, mutilated her 
body, locked the door to the house for eighteen hours 
while the cops had him surrounded, then shot him- 
self in the chest with a shotgun, but botched the job 
and survived. Masters originally worked as a handy- 
man at the mansion, but ended up moving in with 
the 41-year-old daughter of the woman who died. 
Apparently he didn’t get along with the mother. We 
asked Frank Henenlotter, by the way, if he consid- 
ered this a trend. He pointed out that the house used 
in the original Basket Case has been turned into a 
Yuppie loft in the fashionable TriBeCa area of New 
York City. After all, those Manhattan people know 
how to deal with mutants. 


In America youw’re not required to debate—just tellem... 


Get Out of My Face 


his summer there’s some guy going around the 
country carrying a fetus in ajar and sticking it 
in people’s faces. 

Doesn’t surprise me a bit. This is kinda what 
American politics is right now, isn’t it? People stick- 
ing stuff in your face, screaming stuff in your face. 
We've got the animal-rights people, spray-painting 
your wardrobe. What happens when they spray- 
paint people who are just wearing really convincing 
fake fur? What do they say? “Oh, sorry, thought that 
was a dead chinchilla on your butt.” 

Then there’s all the polls—umpteenjillion polls— 
trying to force some issue on you that ae never 
even thought about. 

“If we could have national 
health insurance, would you 
pay one hundred dollars more 
per year in taxes?” 


And the possible answers 
are “Yes,” “No,” and “Don’t 
Know.” 


Why isn’t there a category 
that says, “What the heck does 
this question mean?” 

“Do you support the rights 
of all people, regardless of 
sexual preference, to have the 
same rights in landlord-ten- 
ant relationships now granted 
to married couples?” 

But there’s no place on 
the form to answer, “What 
planet did this question come 
from?” 

“Do you think the lyrics of 
rap music are a) too explicit for general distribution, 
b) too explicit for children, but otherwise appropri- 
ate, or c) not too explicit?” 

Why isn’t there a “d”? 

The “d” answer would be “I don’t give a flip!” 

But this has become a sin in America. It’s not 
allowed to not give a flip. If you don’t give a flip, then 
you're gonna get zapped for being a moral dork. 

For example, a lot of people just flat don’t know 
what to think about abortion. They’re not pro-abor- 
tion. Theyre not anti-abortion. They're not pro-life. 
They're not anti-life. They're not pro-choice. They’re 
not anti-choice. They just don’t know. 

You know what a right-to-lifer would call one of 
these women? 

Scum. 

You know what a pro-choicer would call one of 
these women? 
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Scum. 

First of all, they wouldn’t believe them. The 
right-to-lifer would say, “In other words, you don’t 
know when life begins. Only God knows when life 
begins. So you can see—we agree.” 

And the pro-choice advocate would say, “In other 
words, you don’t know enough about it to tell other 
women what to do with their bodies. Only the woman 
involved can do that. So you can see—we agree.” 

And the woman who just flat doesn’t know will 
have to explain to both of them that, no, she doesn’t 
agree with either of them, and, furthermore, she 
doesn’t believe she has to agree with one or the other 
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of them. 

In fact, this is the classic Texas position: “I don’t 
give a flying frijole.” 

But this is no longer permitted in politics. So the 
person who really gets whipsawed by these in-your- 
face people is the person in the middle—the I-don’t- 
give-a-flip advocate. These are the meek people who 
get the stuffings beat out of em by the fanatics. 

So listen to me. 

This is America. 

You're not required to give a flip. 

You're not required to vote. 

When they tell you you have a duty to give out 
your opinion, or a duty to vote, and just don’t know, 
or you just don’t care, don’t go off on a guilt trip. 

Stand up proudly and say, “I’m an American. I 
don’t have to tell you jack.” 

Not voting is a choice, too. 


Since when did our idea of “character” get so small it became... 


The Nookie Thing 


ell, they started up The Nookie Thing again. 
W Did Bush aardvark around with a White 
House aide named Jennifer? 
Did Clinton make the sign of the Triple-Pronged 
Flying Zebra with a TV reporter named Gennifer? 
Did Barbara know, and, if so, when did she 
know? 


Did Hillary know, and, if so, did she care? 

How much will A Current Affair pay for the 
interview? Forty thousand? Fifty thousand? 

How much with the National Enquirer pay for 
the photos? A hundred thousand? 

How much will the New York Post pay for some 
anonymous quotes? Five bucks? 

Anyhow, why do we have this obsession with 
nookie? 

Do other countries do this? 

Of course, the media doesn’t call it nookie. They 
call it “character.” At least they call it “character” 





when you do something sleazy. If you do something 
noble, they call it “publicity.” If they really cared 
about “character,” then they would investigate every 
incident in a candidate’s life where he was under 
pressure and had to sacrifice something, or he was 
asked to help someone weaker than himself, or he 
was put in a difficult situation and had to fight his 
way out, or he had to give up one 
of his own dreams so that some- 
body else—like his wife, or his kid, 
or his mom—could have their 
dreams. And then you would add 
all that stuff up, and you would 
maybe know about one per cent of 
the man’s “character.” 

So that’s not what these guys 
mean. When they say “character,” 
what they really meanis makinga 
list of every vice the man has. 
Instead of trying to create a pic- 
ture of the real man, they use 
these vices to make a guy partially 
real. It’s just enough embarrass- 
ing personal stuff to make you 
think you know what he’s all about. 

Do we really want presidents 
who never think about sex, or at 
least never think about it except 
when they’re with their wives? 

Or, worse yet, do we want guys 
who are such great liars that they 
can just claim they don’t have any 
sexual urges like the rest of us? 

If you really want that—some 
guy who's so out of touch with 
himself and with the country he 
lives in that he has no sexual side 
at all—then don’t you end up with 
the kind of people who wear ski 
masks in the summer and sit in 
the bus station all day long so they 
can watch the locker where they've stashed all their 
submachine guns? 

In other words, don’t you end up with fotal 
loonies? 

Gimme a sinner who knows he’s a sinner. That 
guy has a chance to be brave, because he’s got to 
overcome what he is. That’s a guy who knows he’s 
already messed up sexually and every other way 
there is. He knows that, if he only thinks about 
himself and his own personal morals, that he won’t 
be any good to anybody. He knows what character is. 

It’s alot messier than what the media thinks itis. 
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which combines the best professional football footage—from the 
famous NFL Films of Philadelphia, the company that does the 
super-slow-motion stuff with on-field cameras—with classic rock 
music, including tracks from Bon Jovi, Robert Palmer, John 
Mellencamp and Elton John. PolyGram. $19.95. Aug. 4. 

NFL Team Video Yearbooks: This series of city-by-city NFL 
football tapes—a different one for each professional team—is a 
little strange in that half the tapes are highlight reels from 1991, but 
the other half are both highlight reels and previews of the 1992 
season. (The highlights-only tapes are 15 minutes shorter.) It’s 
hard to figure out how they chose which teams to feature, since 
major markets like New York and Los An- 
geles are not given the longer treatment. 
The teams that are given the full preview/ 
review treatment are Atlanta, Buffalo, Chi- 
cago, Houston, Dallas, Denver, Detroit, New 
England, Kansas City, Miami, Minnesota, 
Philadelphia, Washington and Cleveland. 
PolyGram. $14.95 (review/preview teams). 
$12.95 (review-only teams). Aug. 4. 

Talk of the NFL: Through the magic of 
tiny, indestructible wireless microphones, 
we can now hear what NFL players and 
coaches are really saying on Sunday after- 
noon. This is one of those “eavesdropping” 
tapes that catches athletes at their most 
vulnerable and outspoken moments. Among 
them are Boomer Esiason of the Bengals 
and Lawrence Taylor of the Giants. 
PolyGram. $19.95. Aug. 4. 

Intimate Workout For Lovers: Part of 
Playboy Home Video’s continuing “couples 
massage’ series, which began with The Sen- 
sual Pleasures of Oriental Massage, moved 
on to Secrets of Euromassage, then to Se- 
crets of Making Love to the Same Person of an Ey e. 
Forever, and now provides “a complete guide to unwinding at the 
end ofa hectic day,” including a stretching session, stress reduction, 
and “romantic relaxation techniques.” Playboy. $29.95. Aug. 13. 

Wet & Wild IV: Yet another in Playboy Home Video’s series of 
naked women being splashed, doused, drenched, and, of course, 
hosed down, featuring 1992 Playmate of the Year Corinna Harney, 
1991 Playmate of the Year Lisa Matthews, and former Playmates 
Pamela Anderson, Rebecca Ferratti, Morgan Fox, Angela 
Melini, Wendy Hamilton, Brittany York, Samantha Dorman 
and Wendy Kaye. Playboy. $19.95. Aug. 13. 

Casablanca: The classic wartime love story starring Hum- 
phrey Bogart and Ingrid Bergman, considered by many to be 
the greatest American movie ever made, celebrates its fiftieth 
anniversary this year with this sell-through collector’s video. 
Besides the movie, the video includes a documentary called You 
Must Remember This, hosted by Lauren Bacall, the original 1942 
theatrical trailer, a color booklet written by film historian Rudy 
Behlmer, a $5 rebate coupon, and a “Return to Casablanca” 
sweepstakes entry form, with a grand prize of a trip for two to Paris 
and Casablanca, plus $1000 in cash. And, as if that weren’t enough, 
you can spend more money and also buy a limited-edition double 
cassette gift set, which includes all of the above, plus a commemo- 
rative hardbound book called As Time Goes By, original black-and- 
white stills from the movie, a coupon entitling you to a collectable 
poster, the original shooting script, a “certificate of authenticity,” 
and “deluxe packaging.” Whew! MGM/UA. $24.98 (video). $99.98 
(limited edition boxed set). Aug. 26. 

Dead Certain: Erotic thriller starring Francesco Quinn as a 
burned-out cop obsessed with tracking down a psychopathic serial 
killer, with Brad Dourif as the prime suspect who is arrested, put 
behind bars, and inexplicably provides Quinn with clues to the 
killer’s next victims. Also starring Karen Russell. Hemdale. 
$89.95. Aug. 26. 

Does This Mean We're Married?: Romantic comedy starring 








Patsy Kensit as a wise-cracking comic who marries a womanizing 
songwriter, played by Stephane Freiss, in order to get her green 
card. New Line. $89.95. Aug. 26. 

Final Analysis: Psychological thriller starring Richard Gere 
as a psychiatrist involved in a weird erotic triangle with two sisters 
played by Kim Basinger and Uma Thurman. Also starring the 
creepy Eric Roberts as Basinger’s insanely jealous Greek gang- 
ster husband. Directed by Phil Joanou. Warner. $94.99 (video). 
$39.98 (laserdisc). Aug. 26. 

Blink of an Eye: Action drama starring Michael Pare asaCIA 
agent, specializing in “psychic warfare,” who is sent to a Turkish 
refugee camp to protect Janis Lee, the CIA director’s daughter, 









Michael Paré is about to have a serious conversation in Blink 


and the two of them end up in the middle of a terrorist plot to steal 
plutonium for a nuclear arsenal. Vidmark. $89.95. Aug. 26. 

Hot Under the Collar: Comedy starring Richard Gabai as a 
love-crazed guy who disguises himself as a nun to rescue his 
hypnotized girlfriend, Angela Visser, from a convent. Featuring 
Burt Ward. HBO. $89.99. Aug. 26. 

Knockouts: Action comedy starring Playboy Playmate Chona 
Jason as a sorority girl who enters a strip-poker marathon, loses 
her money and her clothing to a gang of biker chicks, tries to make 
it back by doing a swimsuit calendar, is secretly photographed by 
a sleazeball working for skin-flick producers, and ends up getting 
her sorority to challenge the lady bikers to a winner-take-all 
wrestling match at a topless bar. They don’t write em like this 
anymore. Hemdale. $79.95. Aug. 26. 

The Lawnmower Man: Sci-fi horror story, using the heralded 
“Virtual Reality” computer animation, starring Jeff Fahey as a 
full-grown man with the mind of a six-year-old who is taken to the 
top-secret scientific facility run by Pierce Brosnan, who is deter- 
mined to advance Fahey’s intelligence, turning him into a hostile 
madman who can’t be stopped. Based on a Stephen King short 
story. Earned $32 million at the box office. New Line. $99.99. Aug. 
26. 

Once Upon a Crime: Caper comedy starring Richard Lewis 
as an unemployed actor in Rome trying to help Sean Young return 
a dachsund to Monte Carlo and collect a reward—only to find the 
owner murdered and themselves the prime suspects. Also starring 
John Candy, James Belushi, Cybill Shepherd, George 
Hamilton. MGM/UA. $94.99 (video). $29.98 (laserdisc). Aug. 26. 

Star Trek: The Next Generation: Video release of four new 
episodes of the Emmy Award-winning syndicated series starring 
Patrick Stewart, Jonathan Frakes, LeVar Burton, Michael 
Dorn, Gates McFadden, Marina Sirtis, Brent Spiner. The 
episodes are “Angel One,” “11001001,” “Home Soil,” and “When The 


PF es Breaks.” Paramount. Aug. 26. 





Dear Mr. Briggs, 
Your article “Battle of the Lipstick Lizards” was 
great! Thank you for supporting Mary Kay. We have 
a wonderful company and product! 
Sincerely, 
Diane Domer 
Beach City, O. 
Dear Diane: 
I know you do. I can always spot a Mary Kay 
customer a mile away. 


Dear Joe Bob: 

What I want to know is: What is it about a hairy 
chest on a male that turns females on to the point of 
becoming weak in the knees? Why do they find a 
hairy chest sexually arousing? 

I myself am single and 42 and have a very hairy 
chest and want to know how other males and females 
feel about hairy chests. 

I'll be looking forward to reading your article on 
“Hairy Chests” soon and awaiting your reply. When 
can I expect to be reading an article on “Hairy 
Chests?” Soon, I hope. 

A loyal fan, 

Robert H. Eagle 

Eudora, Kan. 
Dear Bob: 

I guess the obvious anthropological Charles Dar- 
win observation would be that a hairy chest brings 
out the monkey in a woman. 

Personally, I’ve never gotten a bit of mileage out 
of it. Wanda Bodine is more likely to say something 
like, “Please start combing that rat’s nest on the front 
of your body.” 


Dear Joe Bob, 

Please reflect upon the current argument raging 
within our nation’s military forces and national 
leadership: the integration of females into combat 
units. 

Serving the Cause of International Justice, 

Lt. Jeff Cashman 

U.S. Air Force 

Dhahran, Saudi Arabia 
Dear Jeff: 

As warfare becomes more and more electronic, 
the female becomes the more reliable soldier. As 
anybody who has ever been married can tell you, 
when a woman is ready to push the button, she 
pushes the goldang button. 


Dear Joe Bob: 
In your recent letters column you list most of 


Joe Bob’s Advice 
to the Hopeless 






Queen Sybil in Amazon Women on the Moon. 


Sybil Danning’s movies. I hope it’s not true, but you 
make it sound that after her accident she may be 
down for the count and out of the acting bidness. I 
therefore nominate her for a Lifetime Achievement 
Hubbie for this substantial body of work. I hope it’s 
not too late to include her in this year’s awards. 

Cordially, 

Neal M. Dorst 

Miami, Fla. 
Dear Neal: 

A little permanent spinal injury is not nearly 
enough to keep my gal Sybil out of action. She'll be up 
and climbing into that ripaway bra and aardvarking 
all over the screen again in no time. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

Has there ever been an all-midget horror movie? 
The idea of an all-midget horror movie has to have 
been talked about sometime in movie history. Maybe 
they can get Leatherface to star as the killer, have 
Billy Barty trying to stop Leatherface, and have 
yourself direct the whole thing to make sure it gets 
done in true drive-in fashion. I don’t know, it’s just 
an idea. 

Travis Echols 
San Antonio, Tex. 
Dear Travis: 

Sorry, no all-midget horror film, although Billy 
Barty does play a prominent role in Lobster Man 
From Mars. 

There’s an all-midget western called Terror of 
Tiny Town, but so far no suitable horror vehicle for 
Herve Villechaize. 
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Hi Joe, 

I read your article in the Sunday paper and 
found it quite interesting. You see, I am a devout 
Catholic, but I do not share all their points. 

In the first place, the Virgin Mary had a child 
with a live-in, Joe. How can she still be a virgin? The 
next thing is, in those days they didn’t have razor 
blades, yet Jesus always had a well-trimmed beard. 
Next, they didn’t have photo cameras, yet he takes a 
good picture. Next, they give him a cross that weighs 
three times as much as his body. What was it made 
of? And then going uphill. He must have done 
something wrong to be nailed to the cross. Please 
reply. 

Yours truly, 

H. Catucci 

San Mateo, Calif. 
Dear H.: 

I can’t really discuss Catholic theology with you, 
but I’m sure there’s a priest somewhere in Italy who 
can tell you exactly how much the cross weighed. 

However, I don't think the archbishop will tell 
you the J-Man “did something wrong” and got the 
punishment he deserved. 

This may be a biggie between you and the church. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

You been hoaxed right outa yer jock strap by the 
communist lesbians at University of California at 
Davis, where the men are men and the women are, 
too. You gave em a good licking last year when they 
attacked head-on, but you lapped up the Sunset 
Drive-In scam like a puppy at a sewer pond. Yes, 
there is no Sunset Drive-In! It died before you 
counted your first breast or dead body. But, like Joe 
Bob says, I checked it out. Ijust drove out to Road 27, 
south of Woodland, California, to see if maybe the old 
stomping ground had been mysteriously resurrected 
by the benevolent and protective drive-in deity. No 
way, Joesay. Nothing but the battered old cinder- 
block concession stand and rolling bumps of rain 
grass. With a tear in my eye and a lump in my pants, 
I choked down a half-quart to wash away nostalgia. 
That little drive-in served a dual purpose in Yolo 
County: 1) the steamy-windowed point of conception 
for ninety per cent of the “premature” babies born at 
the Woodland Clinic in the ’50s and ’60s, and 2) an 
experiment in Social Darwinism, as carloads of beer- 
guzzling adolescents dodged freight trains barreling 
around a blind curve at either of two unguarded 
crossings to get back to Woodland. 

Furthermore, the site of the former drive-in lies 
within an enormous “greenbelt,” a pervert buffer, to 
prevent UC Davis student housing from expanding 
into Woodland’s backyard. The endangered 
Swainson’s hawk breeds in a wooded slough two 
miles east of the site. The miniature golf never had 
a chance because the former drive-in site was quietly 
swallowed up by powerful genetic-farm operations 


needing out-of-the-way ground to produce their 
mutant seed free of harassment from UCD protest- 
ers. Don’t believe me? Check it out—you can see the 
fine-meshed screens from the 113 Freeway; that 
keeps out cross-pollinating insects that might carry 
the mutant seed into neighboring fields. 

You really should have known better. In a long 
ago column you reported the extirpation of the drive- 
in movie in Yolo County with the demolition of the 
XXX Westland Drive-In east of Davis. If the story 
came from a newspaper, it must have been the Davis 
Enterprise (Empty Prize), where the editors practice 
the transcendental fiction of politically correct writ- 
ing—if it doesn’t offend anybody, it must be the 
truth. 

Your editorial on AIDS, “A Higher Purpose,” 
should be nominated for a Pulitzer Prize, but I’m 
sure there is a majority wishing you a “bullet sur- 
prise” instead. Excellent writing! 

Your fan, 

David Childers 

Woodland, Calif. 
Dear Dave: 

So lemme get this straight: no drive-in, no min- 
lature golf, no student housing where coeds can get 
pregnant—but there is a “Swainson’s hawk.” 

Are you sure this is in California? 


Dear Joe Bob, 
Kudos (four stars, Betsy says check it out) for 
your “American Way” commentary on bigot-bashing. 
One thing you refer to regularly in your reviews 
stumps me—fu. What is this stuff: young egg foo? 
manchu foo? fooferall? Gimme a hint, will ya’? 
In the name of iconoclasm, keep on flagging that 
wave. Forgive the reader fan fu. I love ya. 
Betsy Cawn 
Sunol, Calif. 
Dear Betsy: 
The original Kung Fu resulted in the all-purpose 
suffix “Fu,” meaning “an act of senseless or random 
violence, usually inflicted on the viewer.” 


Hence you have such modern phenomena as 
“Erik Estrada Fu.” 
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FLICKS 


Swampadelic & Cinematic 








This Week's Contest 

Crazy Dan Marsh of Wayne, Michigan: “What 
is this movie? I think it was in black and white. Its 
setting is the Tennessee backwaters (or Florida 
Everglades) on a houseboat. The only scene Iremem- 
ber is a blonde (maybe Samantha Eggar or Sharon 
Tate—not sure who) in a white mesh bikini tied up 
on the side of a houseboat. Anyway, the prop gets 
tangled, one of the guys (the one who wanted to keep 
her alive for sex) tries to untangle it, she reaches up 
with her foot to put the motor in gear, which chops 
him up. The other guy (the father who does not care 
for sex) rushes her, she kicks him, and he ends up 
impaled on the sharp gear-shift stick. This is really 
part of a movie and she is a foxy lady. It may be a 
Canadian flick around 1974.” 


A video will be awarded to one correct answer each week. Send 
“Find That Flick” questions and solutions to We Are the Weird, P.O. 
Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. 


We Have A Winner! 


In the June 1 issue, Joey Skidmore of Kansas 
City, Missouri, wrote: “One of my favorite weird 
drive-in movies from when I was a kid is Spider 
Baby. Have you ever heard of it? It should be a real 
cult classic, but it seems to have disappeared from 
the face of the earth. I don’t remember too much 
about it, but it was about 1968 when I saw it, and it 
was about a weird family who lived in a weird old 
house, and had a weird young daughter with long 
black hair who loved to ‘play spider’ and kill people. 
She’d crawl around on a giant web with a knife and 
try to nail the milkman, the mailman, the sheriff or 
whoever. See if you can find any trace of this fine- 
arts masterpiece. Another missing gem from the 
early seventies: ZPG: Zero Population Growth. | 
think these films must have disintegrated like the 
Mission: Impossible tapes.” 

We had 19 correct answers, So our winner was 
chosen by drawing—and she is Susan Pierce of 
Little Rock, Arkansas. Susan wrote: “Loonie Video 
carries Spider Baby. Their address is 2022 Taraval 
St., Suite 6427, San Francisco, CA 94116. A catalog 
costs $1. Their phone number is 510-526-5681. Just 
for your information, it was made in 1964, directed 
by Jack Hill, and starred Lon Chaney Jr., Carol 
Ohmart, Sid Haig, Quinn Redekken and Mantan 
Moreland. Alas, I can’t find a video source in all my 
books for ZPG: Zero Population Growth. The latest 
edition of Leonard Maltin’s guide indicates that no 
video is available.” 

Additional information came from our runners- 
Ue... 
Dave Szurek of Hoquiam, Washington: “Joey 
has obviously not read too many fanzines, as Spider 


Baby did enjoy cult status for a couple of years and 
is still fondly remembered as such among fanzine 
readers. Also released as The Liver Eaters, Attack of 
the Liver Eaters, Terror of the Liver Eaters and The 
Wildest Story Ever Told .. . it’s been rather prolific 
on the ‘bootleg’ market for some years now.” 

F. Lee Snavely of Richmond, Virginia: “Oh, 
geez—Spider Baby. Spent one of the longest weeks 
of my life one night watching that puppy. . .. What 
Joey Skidmore had to say was about all there is to 
say. From John Stanley’s The Creature Features 
Movie Guide (Warner Books, 1984): ‘Spider Baby 
(1970). Revolting, to-be-avoided movie about a fam- 
ily of cannibals. Completely demeaning to the memo- 
ries of Lon Chaney Jr. and Mantan Moreland.” 

Mark Ogden of West Paterson, New Jersey: 
“Spider Baby was directed by Roger Corman associ- 
ate Jack Hill, and released in 1968. The stars were 
Lon Chaney Jr. and Carol Ohmart, and the story 
dealt with a family that was struck by a strange 
illness (inbreeding?) that caused them to revert to 
strange, subhuman behavior (including a young girl 
who eats spiders). I’m told that the film may be on 
videocassette under an alternate title. It was vari- 
ously known as Cannibal Orgy, The Maddest Story 
Ever Told and The Liver Eaters (!). Z.P.G. was based 
on the novel The Edict by Max Ehrlich. It was filmed 
in England in 1970 by Michael Campus, with Oliver 
Reed and Geraldine Chaplin. It concerned a future 
where the birth of children is prohibited for thirty 
years, to help ease overcrowding. Parents are given 
robot babies to help ease the paternal instinct, but 
Reed and Chaplin conceive anyway, and the chase is 
on. The picture was picked up by Paramount but got 
squat release in America. Nocassette, but it has been 
known to show up on the USA and Lifetime cable 
channels.” 

Brian Thomas of Chicago: “The great classic 
Spider Baby was directed by Jack Hill in 1964, and 
it’s one of my all-time favorites. Lon Chaney starred 
as the deranged chauffeur left in charge of a family 
of even-more-deranged teenage cannibals. He also 
sang the theme song. Sid Haig, Jill Banner and 
Beverly Washburn are the drooling, giggling kids, 
and Mantan Moreland is Victim #1. This wonder- 
fully strange and funny flick, which plays like a low- 
budget version of The Addams Family taken one 
step further, was released on video by Admit One in 
1982 and can still be found for rental in some video 
outlets. I bought a used copy for five bucks at 
Blockbuster. If you can’t find it, you can buy a copy 
from Sinister Cinema (why don’t they advertise in 
your classifieds?).” 

Brian Johnson of Greenville, Pennsylvania: 
“Spider Baby was indeed released in 1968 and is out 
on video on the Amvest line, 937 E. Hazelwood Ave., 
Rahway, NJ 07065. (Whether they’re still in biz is 
anyone’s guess.) With Al (Grandpa) Lewis as the 


i this Jack Hill obscurity stars Lon Chaney Jr. as 
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the caretaker of the Merrye family, who are afflicted 
with a rare disease which makes them stay as 
children. When relatives show up to claim the estate, 
things blow up real good. This vid can probably be 
found in bargain bins and, once seen, cannot be 
forgotten.” 

Steve Chaput of Brooklyn: “Spider Baby was 
available from Vintage Video as part of the Grampa 
Presents . . . series hosted by Al Lewis. The copy I 
have has a tracking glitch (approximately 10-15 
seconds), and all the videos in the series have ‘Vin- 
tage Video’ superimposed during several scenes.” 

Other runners-up (with their suggested video 
source for Spider Baby) were Dan Cziraky of New- 
ark, New Jersey; David Graw of Collierville, Ten- 
nessee (Scorched Earth Productions, 2201S. Clayton, 
Denver, CO 80210, $14.95); Michelle Istler-Perry 
of Chicago (Facets Video, 1517 W. Fullerton Ave., 
Chicago, IL 60614, $29.95, order number S04035, 
800-331-6197); Roberta Leibovitz of Livingston, 
Montana (Sinister Cinema, P.O. Box 4369, Medford, 


OR97501-0168, $19, 503-773-6860); Richard Lino- 
leum of Park Forest, Illinois (Sinister Cinema); 
Terry Maher of Stow, Ohio (Admit One Video, 185 
Frederick Street, Toronto, Ontario, Canada M5A 
4L4, $24.95, 416-868-6836, and Marshall Discount 
Video, Box 328, Trenton, Michigan 48183, 313-671- 
5483); Mike McGee of Denton, Texas (Joe Dodd, c/ 
0 Downtown Video, 114 N. Locust, Denton, TX 
76201, 817-387-7482); Tim Murphy of El] Monte, 
California (Admit One, Sinister Cinema); Gregory 
Nicoll of Atlanta (Movies Unlimited, $19.99, 800- 
523-0823); Roger Simpson of Anaheim, California 
(Movies Unlimited); John Weber of Philadelphia 
(Movies Unlimited); and Richard Wright of Albu- 
querque (Dark Dreams Video, 2800 NE 55th #8, 
Seattle, WA 98105, $10, 206-527-5311, and Sinister 
Video, P.O. Box 777, Pacifica, CA 94044, $16.95, 415- 
359-3292; Cape Copy Center, 631 Main Street, 
Hyannis, MA 02601, $19, 508-775-6500; Movies 
Unlimited, 6736 Castor Avenue, Philadelphia, PA 
19149, order number 05-9024). 


Big Book Savings With One Year Subscription! 


Send in now for a year’s subscription (new, renewal or gift) of We 
Are the Weird and get a copy of Joe Bob Goes Back to the Drive- 
In for half price. Offer expires October 1, 1992. 
e) Yes, here’s $40.95 for a year’s subscription and Joe Bob 
Goes Back to the Drive-In—$75.95 in foreign countries. 


S. Make that $35 for a full year—$70 in foreign countries. 


O Put me down for a half-year of hiney-kicking for $19.95. 
(Available in U.S. only) 


Binders and Back Issues 
Red binder with We Are the Weird logo 


Name 

Address 

City = ee 
Charge Card # 

Check one: MC___Visa___Exp.Date: 
Signature 


Zip 





Joe Bob Book Orders 


To order personally autographed copies of Joe 


| Bob’s books, send order form to address below. 


and year (1990, 1991 or 1992) 


$4 per back issue 
$14.95 per binder/$24.95 for two 


Every issue of We Are the Weird ever published, plus 
binders: $150 | 


Complete list of back issues available upon request. | 
Please note that some of the issues have mailing labels on | 
them, but all are in good condition. Also, a few issues have 
sold out and will be replaced with xerox copies. | oo” Ao 

| The Cosmic Wisdom of Joe Bob Briggs, $17.95 ea. 
(TX residents add $1.48 sales tax ea.) 


| Specify what you want Joe Bob to write in your 
| book. He'll write whatever you want. Really. 


aay Fs Df . 
: 3 - a? 


A GUIDE TO 
WESTERN 
CIVILIZATION 









Historic T-Shirt Offer! 


The front features the Joe 
Bob Briggs World Head- 
quarters symbol (seen at 
right) in deep blue, tur- 
quoise and salmon. In 
other words, it looks like 
Leroy Neiman threw up 


Joe Bob Goes to the Drive-In, $8.95 ea. 
| (TX residents add .74 sales tax ea.) 


| A Guide to Western Civilization, or My Story, $9.95 ea. 
(TX residents add .82 sales tax ea.) 


Joe Bob Goes Back to the Drive-In, $10.95 ea. 
| (TX residents add .90 sales tax ea.) 


| $2.00 shipping and handling per book. Please allow 4-6 
weeks for delivery. 





on it. The back reads: Name 
= = : 5 = | Address 
The drive-in will never die. City St Bo 
Short-sleeved, 100% cotton. $14.95 each. | Charge Card # 
Add $1.23 sales tax per shirt if you live in Texas, plus $2.40 first | Check whe. MC__Visa__Exp.Date: 
class shipping per order. Specify S, M, L, XL! | ignature 


Make all checks payable to We Are the Weird, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221 
iS 
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Books 


Twin Peaks Interpretation—$14.95. Send 
check to: Peaks of Romeo, 8900 Dutchess, 
Romeo, MI 48065. 

Drive-In Madness is coming soon! Written 
by Bill George and Dan Cziraky of Femme 
Fatales magazine. More details soon! 


Fan Clubs 


Monique Gabrielle Fan Club. Photos, vid- 
eos, etc. Send SASE to 4520 Van Nuys Blvd. 
#538, Sherman Oaks, CA 91403. 


Fanzines 


Goodies #89, The Best in Erotic Comics! $6 
and free catalog. (Age statement.) Jabber- 
wocky Graphix, Box 165246, Irving, TX 
75016. 


Bikini Girl Magazine, Vol. 1 No. 10. VHS- 
video format, 120 minutes long. Limited 
edition of 100, numbered and signed. $47 
plus age statement. Checks payable to Lisa 


Free Ad for 
Video 
Collectors! 


If you collect and want to 
trade videos, Joe Bob will give 


you a free ad (up to twenty 
words—60 cents each addi- 
tional word). No businesses. 
No dealers. Just send infor- 
mation to P.O. Box 2002, Dal- 
las, 1X 75221. 








Herskovits, PO Box 319, New York City 
10009-0319. 


Political Groups 


Find out about Libertarians—Libertarians 
uphold absolute freedom for speech, press, 
film, videos. Libertarians say no to foreign 
wars. Libertarians say no to bureaucrats 
who want to meddle with your business. 
Call 1-800-869-6601. Mention Joe Bob 
Briggs’ newsletter. 


Miscellaneous 


Burglar “Electronic Alarm” decals (home/ 
auto). $5 (8 decals). Scotland Guard, 9792 
Edmonds Way, Suite 150, Edmonds, WA 
98020. 

“Celebrities’ Secret Addresses”—1300 hot- 
test stars. $7.95 Coyote Publishing, P.O. 
Box 5918-JB, Beaumont, TX 77726-5918. 
Campus Cuties! Lovely student bodies in 
swimsuits, lingerie, and nude! Sample pho- 
tographs and brochure $5! LLL, 204 Gil- 
bert, Monroe, LA 71203. 
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Drive-In Photos 
Wanted Now! 


Research being com- 
piled for national publica- 
tion on drive-in era. Agent 
and publisher have commit- 
ted to project, so send us 
your 35mm photo and nega- 
tive of an unusual drive-in 
marquee or screen tower as 
soon as possible. You will re- 
ceive photo credit and a 
custom f-snitt © Dusk fo 
Dawn—The Drive-In Era”). 
Send your name, address 
and location of photo To: 

Sanders/Dusk to Dawn 


3109 Drexel 
Dallas, TX 75205 
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] Get Yours—Dirt Cheap! | 


Place a personal ad or message, sell or trade videos, publicize events! Whatever! Fax 
| your ad to 214-368-2310 and charge to Visa/MasterCard for $1 additional fee (don't | 
| forget your signature and expiration date) or mail your ad with check payable toWe Are | 


The Weird, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. Deadline is 5 p.m. every Monday. Your ad 
| will appear in approximately three weeks. Display advertising is $75 per inch. 


| $10 for 15 words, 60 cents each additional word 
Run the ad a second time at half price! 





| 
| 
| | 
| Ad Copy | 
| | 
| | 
Section | 
Name Day phone 
| MasterCard/Visa # Exp. Date | 
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Joe Bob Briggs SECOND 


P.O. Box 2002 
Dallas, TX 75221 


CLASS 


POSTAGE 
PAID 





